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Was WhiteWhoGirl
A HAWAIIAN TALE

Republished From the Blue Mule Magazine.

BY EDWAED P. IRWIN'.

The scent of carnations will always ;JJ

bring it back to me, I think, or the

distant sound of the sea. I shall see

it ail as I saw it then the long sweep

of the waves rolling in from the Pa-

cific, the wild curve of the shore, the off
tail palms silhouetted against the star-strew- n

sky. I shall feel again the soft

touch of the tropic breeze on my cheek, a

hear the long roar of the breakers tum-

bling
to

over the coral reef. And there
trill arise within me, as there does now,

the old, wild longing to go back to it
all, to feel again the mystery of the
land, to listen to its legends.

And I shall see once more the woman,
crouched on the beach, letting grains
of sand slip softly through her fingers,
speaking ia thaV quiet, emotionless
voice ot emotions Deyona an compre-
hension. It was carnations she wore
that night.

When 1 first knew her, she was one
of those retiring little girls, painfully
modest, 9 to the degree of
wretchedness, pretty in a quiet, sub-

dued sort of way. Tier mother was a
big, florid woman with ideas, an ag- -

eressive air and the frequently voiced
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NEW SILK GOODS

was four years later. I had dropped
a steamer at Honolulu on my way

back from a trip through Japan and
decided to go down to Hawaii and take

look at the volcano of Kilauea. I
found after that that I had a week

spare, so I decided to put it in travel-
ing about the island.

I got into Kapoho late one afternoon
and met there a chap I had known at
college. He was managing a big sugar
plantation back a few miles from the
coast.

After a few drinks and the custom-
ary exchange of news about people we
both knew, he asked me how I would
like to take in a luau that night. "Bet-
ter come along," he said. "I'll guar-
antee you a surprise. You will meet
the prettiest woroaii in the islands.
She's a mystery to me, which makes
her all the more interesting."

AVe went that evening. Eode Tip to
the place where the luau was being
given about 8 o'clock. Maybe you
know what that kind of thing is like
pig roasted in a hole in the ground;

standing m the entrance,
It was Annis. She was dressed in a

holoku, which on her became the most
graceful garment in the world. A car-
nation lei hung about her neck and
down to her waist, and some strange,
waxy, white flower was in her hair, just
ovpr one par, TTpr soft Jirnwn hair
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was somewhere in that part of the
world, and she heard that he intended
to come back to the Islands again, so
she waited, was still waiting, had been
for a year. Perhaps it was the weari-
ness of the past three years, perhaps
partly the soothing pea.eefulness of the
climate, of the soft breezes, the heavy
odors of the flowers, that had made her
willing to stay there and wait, still try-
ing in her mind to kill the good that
was in, her. It was a moral struggle,
you see, not a struggle of deeds.

Of course, I recognized the prepos-terousne- ss

of the position, the wrong-sightedne-

of the woman urged her
to give it up, to come back with me. I
did it half-heartedl- I knew it was
useless. Besides, I think I was partly
under the spell myself the heavy
night air, the far stars, the hypnotic
droning of the breakers out on the
coral reef, the smell of the land behind
us. It was an effort to speak. One
hardly knew, even, that he heard.

I left her there, sitting on the beach,
a little bent over, letting a thin stream
of sand run from her hand onto the
ground. The carnation lei hung about
her neck like a crimson cord, almost
black in the darkness. The odor of the
flower in the air seemed to hang over
her like a material substance.

I never saw her again. They found
her there the next morning. Harmon
wrote me about it; I got the letter
after I had returned to San Francisco.
He said she looked very happy and
very beautiful as she lay there with the
light breeze caressing her hair. And
the carnation lei was so fresh and red
that one hardly noticed that the white
dress was also red in one spot.

THE WORST EXPERIENCE.
"At what degree did you find your

journey most difficult?"
. "It was all plain sailing," answer-

ed the arctic explorer, "until I got
home and struck the 'third degree.' "

They were drinking soda in the Gen-
tlewoman's club. "I wish," said the
fat one with gray hair, "that you could
break Jfell of ' 'my daughter bridge. i

The young one in pink smiled faintly, j

"I did break her last night," she said.) 'Brooklyn Citizen.
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belief that she was a most devoted poi and gin mostly. This particular
mother. She watched Annis as if she luau was a little more conventional
thought the girl were not to be trusted, than the ordinary. A table was used
and Annis showed all the symptoms of instead of the guests sitting on the
Laving too much mother. She was ground, as is customary among the na-nev-

given the opportunity to think tives. The place was sort of half cov-

er act for herself. Just the kind of ered with a dried gnss thatch, but
girl, yon know, who is handed over to open at the sides so one could catch
some maternally chosen hnsband, and glimpses of the stars and of the palms
finishes out her existence in the same waving in the breeze. And you could
spiritless, dependent way she began it. hear the rustle of the banana leaves,

I Ruppose Annis would have fulfilled so exactly like rain that one ean bard-lie- r

manifest destiny if she hadn't met ly persuade himself that it is not rain-Jac- k

Holloway. Jack had a way with ing, even when he looks out and sees
him. You know the kind big, hearty, an absolutely clear sky overhead,
a good miser with the men, and im- - There were about forty guests seated
mensely independent, but withal very at the luau table when we went in.
deferential aiid respectful toward the The men, dark and many of them n.

Even those who had most traordinarily ojpod looking, were dress-eaus- e

to hate him could not but feel ed much as men in other places, ex-th- e

charm of his manner. . eept that each one wore about hs
And there were plenty of women who neck a lei, or wreath of flowers, that

had cause to hate him. Some way, somehow became them wonderfully,
though, they never did. Jack could There were a number of women pres-forg-

easily enough. They couldn't. ent, almost as many as there were men,
Jack had a reeord behind him a I think. Some of the younger ones,

pretty bad one. He was one of the especially the hapahaoles, or half-kin-d

that the boys are always glad to whites, were very pretty, but the old
see and be with, but whom they don't women were big and gross for the most
care about introducing to their sisters, jmrt, dressed in the holoku, that so

How he ever came to fall in love effectually hides any beauty of form
with Annis Raj'ner has always been a that they may have, and like the men,
mystery to me. AVhen I first saw him wearing leis of flowers about their
beginning to take some notice of her I necks, with other leis about their heads
thought it was an infernal shame. I or with flowers stuck in their hair,
was rather minded to go to him and ap- - The company bid us aloha, and with-pe- al

to his, sense of the eternal fitness out much ceremony a place was found
of things for him to keep away from for us and we sat down. I, of course,
her. But that is one of the things a 'could not understand the language, and
man is pretty reluctant to do. : as Harmon and I were the only haoles

And besides, there was something in (white men) present, I had plenty, of
his attitude toward her, I don't know time to look about me without having
exactly what, that seemed different to talk.
from the way he treated most girls. , It was all interesting enough to me.
There was a certain air of protection in as a stranger, and I was so absorbed
the way he used to hover about her, es- - in watching the people that at first I
pecially when he did not think he was did not notice the entrance of a new
being observed. And once or twice I guest. Then I looked up and saw her
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some one touched me on the arm. I
turned and saw the woman.

"Come," she said. "I want to talk
to you."

I followed her down to the beach,
about a quarter of a mile away. She
moved ahead without speaking, flitting
along through the starlight like some
impalpable shadow.

AVe reached the water and she sat
down on the sand and motioned me to
a place beside her. For a while she
didn't speak. Something seemed to
hold us both. There was so much to
say, so much to explain.

I can see it ail now that tropic
night scene. One bright star, Venus it
was, I think, was sinking into the sea
and cast a long trail of yellow light
aeross the water. Out in the distance
was the white foam of the breakers,
half seen in the dim light, seeming al-

ways to approach yet never reaching
the shore. The sound of the roaring
came to us aeross the distance, steady,
sonorous, masterful, expressive of might,
of eternity of duration, of infinitude
of strength.

In shore, wavelets babbled along the
sand, rushing up in playful dashes, then
falling back, strangely like a kitten at
play. I picked up a pebble and threw
it into the water. The effort seemed
puerile, feeble, in the face of that un-

speakable mass of sea that by its own
weight seemed to squeeze the land up
out of it. Behind us the land was dark
and silent. There was no sound of
bird or insect, nothing but the drone
of the breakers and the foolish splash-
ing of the wavelets.

She told me the story without pre-
face, without interruption. She didn't
seem to be telling me. It was more
as if she was thinking aloud. Some-
times she would stop for minutes to-

gether and the silence would hang about
us, weighty, oppressive, charged with
the dim wonder of that land. It was
almost a physical effort to speak again,
as if to do so one must force back that
weight,

It was the story of a woman's love,
of a sacrifice incredible, preprosterous.
If I had not heard it there, under those
strange circumstances, I would not have
believed it. But I knew the woman
was speaking the truth.

She had love Jack Holloway with a
love greater than woman 's. Perhaps
it was her drearv, repressed life that
made it all the greater. Nothing, you I

see, had ever come into her life to make
it more than mere existence until he
came. That changed it all. For her
there was nothing else in the universe.
He was God to her, and Love, and all
that means most to a woman. She gave
herself to him absolutely. That , he
took nothing but her love was because
he asked nothing more. And because
she gave so much, she got as much' in
return.! He treated her as he had
treated no woman in all his wild, care-
less life. He loved her only less than
she loved him. It is strange that a man
'ike him should have been capable of
it all. Yet because she was so much to
him he would not take her."

"Ay," she said, "I offered him all
in the world. I forgot I was a woman,

; forgot I had never acted for myself,

wnPn 1 nn,snp1 "e stood a moment as

,ove,i n,p he sai(J. loved me too much
marry me. 1 was too good for him

Jt wou,d be an insult to mT love to m7
womanhood, to offer me the love of a
man like him. a man who had lived as.
he had lived, done as he had done.

"And so he left me.

"I was too good for him, he said. I,
who thought of nothing else but him.
whose dreams were of him, whose God
was he. 1 was too good for him!"

The rest is incredible. Can you im-
agine it a woman tryina to kill the
g0(i tnat 1S in ller, to smireh her
name, drag herself in the mire of the
world, make herself a by-wor- d and a
reproach to those who knew her so
that she might sink low enough for the
man she loved to be worth' of her?

But that is what she trfed to do.
And she couldn't. She told me, in
fragmentary sentences. There was
something in her that would not let
her. Appearances mattered nothing.
She didn't care for them. But the ac
tual sinning against herself that she
could not do.

I don 't know where she had been,
Manv cities, in all parts of the world
How she had lived I don't know. It
doesn't matter. She had been loved

. mnch and by manv men, but she cared
; nothing for anv of them. She tried,
: tried esperately. to make herself the
thing she would be, to descend low
enough in the scale of womanhood to
make herself a fit mate, as she thought.

s fn tho mm ci, n
j That something in her that is in all of
j us to a greater or less degree call it
decencv if von will, or what von will

i alwavs held her back.
"l am not bad," she said, and she

said it as if it weTe a tragedy, some-
thing terrible, some frightful moral
disease. "I am not bad, I can't be
bad."

It was all so weird. I felt almost
that I should encourace the wnmnn
nrfro nor i re-- ai 1.."' ' " li'"tr' PaiHU"S-

, lJti ut-uj-g 10 oe gooa oniv platitudesi verted.
! I l,-- -,! V,3 .1.- - . . .

in that place, atmong that little more
i halt-civihze- people. I don't
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fluffy and a little tumbled by the wind, ! tnat 1 had been mtlens, without
shown softly in the light of the flick- -

! tho"ght or feeling of my own. I knew
ering torches. Light and graceful she he ,oved me- - lot he wou1d not sa

there, seeming to sway with the So 1 to,,i hlm- - 1 foilnd "words that no
moving shadows of the windblown light

' woman had ever fo"nd before. AVhat
behind her, regarding the company i they were 1 don t know noW- - But
silently and familiarly. She was so j

different from all the rest, and yet sol11 "K w"e v,l"l" ",s iuscie
seemingly in plaee. Her appearance ' were eontracted- - IIls fae ws drawn
surprised i and white as the faee of the dead- - Butno one, apparently. Each one
looked up as she passed "and greeted 1,13 anns TSIMd Cosed. Hp spoke
her. "Aloha." sIip rpSnnn,iBri na from lips that were hard and stiff. He

T 1
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caugnt a jook in nis eyes as he glancea i

at - her that impressed me peculiarly. J

It seemed to be rather a compound of
tenderness and pain, a strange, half-puzzle- d

look, as if he had discovered
something, in her or in himself, I
couldn 't make out which, that he could
not understand. V

- Just why it was T don 't know yet,
but there was something that, made toe
leave matters to adjust themselves.

And then Jack disappeared.
,IIe. didn't say much about it to any

of the bovs. Just came around one
night and told some of us he was going
away next morning. Didn't say where,
any more than that it was on one of the
periodic wanderings that he had been
in the habit of going on for years.

But I had hardly thought of his go
ing off in that way just then. I thought !

that perhaps, alter all, ne and Annis
well, anyway, he went.

I didn't see Annis for some time
after Jaek went away. AVhen I did
eee her, I was ' startled. There was
tsome strange, new look about her that
I didn't like. Some way she seemed
to have lost her air of dependence,
helplessness, the habit of waiting for
someone to tell her what to do.

Not that she did anything different
from what she used to do. Her mother
still treated her in the way she always
had, as if the girl were a being of a
lower order of intelligence than 'her-

self. And Annis still moved as her
masterful mother directed. But some
way there diet not seem to be that pecu-
liar air of meekness, of lack of volition.
8he moved as she was directed, but the
movement seemed to come from within,
as if she herself were the directing
spirit.

There wasn't anything that the most
exacting could have taken exception
to. Probably no one else noticed any
change. But I had been watching the
girl pretty closely for some time, be- -

cause I had become interested in the
outcome of the affair. And I didn't
like the change. 1 had that strange
feeling that one has sometimes just be-
fore a thunderstrom a sort of nervous
feeling, a presentiment that something
is going to happen.

Something did happen. Annis dis-
appeared.

She didn 't say anything to anybody
and she didn't leave iny trace." She
just dropped out of existence, appar-
ently. No word ever came back to the
town from her or about her. Her
mother was almost insane for a week
or two. She got over it soon, though
got ideas about new things and busied
herself trying to impress them on other
people.

T had ray suspicions for a while. But
when Jack Holloway returned from
somewnere over in Asia ltiiDet or
Persia or Turk,, tan. I don't remember
just where and heard aoout Annis, it
only needed one look at his face to tell
me that he had had nothing to do with
it. He stayed around a week or so,
looking like a man condemned to tor-
ment, and then he disappeared again.
He told me. though, the night before he
left, that he was going to look for An-
nis. Said he would find her if she were
alive and he lived long enough.

It was down at a little place called
Kapoho, on the east, coast of the island
of Hawaii, that I found' Annis. That

moved glidingly along the earthen floor
to a olace ormosifp p. I

'Whether she had seen me beforp or
not I can't say. But when she looked
up and saw me staring at her she show-
ed no surprise. It might have been the
most natural thing in the world for us
two to meet in that place, five thousand
miles trom the little inland town where
we had grown up together. She greeted !

nie witn tne native salutation as calm-
ly and unconcernedly as if she had seen
me yesterday. Then she turned to the
man at her side and began to talk to
him in the native ton cue.

It was all so preposterously strange. J

She might have been dining in her own
nome, or at that of one of her friends
back in the little Kansas town. Some-
way I couldn't believe it. I half ex-
pected to wake up from the dream and
wonder how I came to imagine it all.
Yet that was undoubtedly Annis Kay- -

tne submissive dutiful dauffhter
of her emphatic mother. This nrl
woman, rather opposite me, eating poi
with her fingers, talking familiarly in '

a tongue I could not understand to a
swarthy Hawaiian, in a grass-thatche- d

hut in a little seaport town on the is -

land of Hawaii! It isn't such a big
world, of course, but yet

(.an you imagine anything more ut -
...... n'i'"iuiti i iuuh. a arinK
oi gin and tried to understand it all.

The girl didn't speak to me again
during the rest of the time we sat
there rnn--i iiit; casting was river
half dozen native girls came in and
danced the hula, to the accompaniment
of the monotonous thumping of a cal- -

abash by a wrinkled old man, who sang
ei.ru parages m a drearv mournful

chant.
At length the dancers stopped. Some

one played a guitar and an ukulele
added its strains, and several of themen began to sing one of the weird,
haunting Hawaiian melodies one ofthose native songs that are unlike themusic if nnv W
that carrv with tnem alwavs a ZZf'"",,uot sadness, like the sadness of the age
tender, throbbing, the crv of one striv- -

, "r """iiamaoie, unknown
SlMI- - r rom one to nnnthnr rf tkoc
nan

r

ami wines Again in ine leau
Seattle, Wash., Sept. 21, 1909.

The official list of awards, just published by the Alaska-Yuko- n Exposition,
shows that the ITALIAN-SWIS- S COLONY has received the highest award for their
California Wines.

They have received the only Grand Prize awarded on California Sparkling Wines
for their ASTI SPECIAL DRY, and, in addition to this, the ITALIAN-SWIS- S COLONY
has also received twenty (20) Gold Medals for the following varieties: TIPO, red
and white; Sparkling Burgundy, Burgundy, Chablis, Claret, Port, Zinfandel, Haut
Sauterne, Muscat, Madeira, Riesling, Sauterne, Tokay, Cabernet, Sherry, Angelica;
Grape Brandy; Isco Grape Juice, white; Isco Grape Juice, red.

.7 ."" ;,u"s lD?7 passed, know that it matters much. I remem-"- iat last came Aloha Oe. the most
beautiful, met haunting of them all. abouV W bei n n . in The
leLmiTf,okW Te guests were j war. of a chance meeting with '.Tack

V. "' recognize her. of h s Canine forul7ZS'll(rne a rnUH "ands. She resisted, "t
was seem, as long as thento some of the men inside, when followed him." She didn't find hL He


